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past five each morning for an hour's walk. TJie
pace was swift, the route varied. There are not
many beautiful walks in Bow, but the one- we
usually chose suited us to perfection. It begins
with St. Leonard's Street, which is our main road
to the Dock Gates and Blackwall Tunnel. Then
it turns down Three Mill Lane, which yarrows into
a mere cobbled path where it crosses the river, a
few hundred yards below Bow Brictge. Here Kem-
ball and Bishop's stretches its untidy, chemical-
scarred length along the water's side; from its
glassless windows green, pink and mud-coloured
refuse shoots into the barges moored beneath; on
the other side of the water stand the thfce mills
connected with the manufacture of gin from wThich
the street derives its name. First comes the ware-
house; long and dignified it looks; there is no
sign of life about it; it is never seen open, it has
the look of a fortress or a dungeon with its three
rows of windows, eighty of them on one side of the
building alone, all kept decently closed, reticent
and self-confident, while the solemn, slow and ex-
pensive process of maturing gin goes on within all
the time.
On the far side of it is another stretch of water
and then comes the distillery, its clock tower mel-
lowed with age, generous and gracious in
Then the granary where men, whose clothes and
faces are powdered with fine flour, dispose of
of grain which has been ground by the-water-mill
opposite.   On the left side of the path a row of
eighteenth-century   dwelling-houses               Their